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ThcTragedie. 

Then fieric expedition be my wings, 

I ou c. Mercuric and Hefild fera king. 

Come mutter men, my counfa.le.s my (hicld, 

We mutt be briefe, when traytors braue the field. Earn. 

F ftter £ltteer.e Margaret fola. 

a Mar. So now profperitie begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death i 
Here in thefe confines ttilic haue I lurkt. 

To watch the waining of mine aduerfarics : 

A dire indudVion am I witneffe too. 

And will to France, hoping the confcquence 
Will prouc as bitter, blacke, and tragicall, 

Withdraw thee wtcrched Margaret, who comes here. 

Enter the Qjteene , and the D/ttchejfe of Yorks • 

Ah my' yon g Princes, ah my tender babes! 

My vnblownc flowers, newappearingfwcets, jjz . — 

/fyet your gentle foules flic in the aire, 

And be not fixt in doorae perpetual!, 

Houcr about me with your aicric wings. 

And heare your mothers lamentation. 

Mar. Houeriabout her ,fay that right for right 
Hath dimd your infant morne,to aged night, 

Qk. Wilt thou O God , flic from fuch gentle lambes, 

And throw them in the intrailes of the wolfc.- 
When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done ? 

G) K Mar. When holy ^^ dide, and my fweet tonne. 
jfeftch. Blind fight , dead life , poore mortall liuing ghollf 
W'oes fceanc , worlds fliame,grauesducby life vfurpt, 
i^r. Reft they vnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 

vnlawfully made drunke with innocents blood. 

Oft' o that thou, wouldftaswell affoord a graue, 

As thou canft yeeld a melancholy fcate, 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here : 

O who hath any eaufc to mourne but If. 
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of Rich* rd the third. 

■Out. So many miferies haue craz’d my voice 
That my woe-wearied tongue is mute & dumbe, 

Edward Plantagcnent,why art thou dead l 

G) Mar. ifauncicntforrow bemoftreuercnt, 

Giuetninethc benefit of fignorie, 

And let my woes frowne on the vpp cr hand, 

If forrow can admit focietie, 

T-ll ouer your woesagaine by viewing mine : 

I h ad an Edward, till a Richard kild hi m : 

1 had a Richard, till a Richard jjjjd him. 

Thou had ft an EdwanJ^Ifia Richard kild him. 

Thou had ft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

■Oat I had a Richard too, and thou didft kill him: 

l had a Rutland too, and thou holpft to kill him. 77 : — 

1 h O Mar Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him : 
Fr^m forth the ktnncll of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death. 

That dogge that had his teeth before h.s eyes 
To worrie lambes, and lap their gentle bloods, 

That foule defacer of Gods handy worke, . 

Thywombe let loofeto chafe v s to our graues, 

O vpright.iuft, and true difpoung God, 

How do I thanke thee, that this carnal! curre feez 
Praieson the iftue of his mothcrsbodie, 

And makes her puc-fellow with others mone. 

D^T'aHarries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God w itnefle with me, I haue wept for tj>ee._ — 

6) Mar Bcar with tnc,I am hungry for reuenge, 

Andnow I cloie me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward, he is <fcad,that (label my Edward, 

Thy other Edward^dead, to quit my Edward, 

• Yong Yorkc,he is hut boot^bccaufcboth they 
Marnh not the high perfection of my Ioffe : 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 
AndthebeVolders ofthistragickepUie, 

The adulterate Haftings.RiuersjVaugham, Gray, 

vntimely fmothred in their duskic grauc«, 




